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One 


Author's Notes: 
This is meant to be from Green Day\'s first major tour, so Billie and Mike are kind of young, probably about 
22-23. | started it a long time ago, then ran across it again and thought it was worth finishing up. 


"What does it feel like? What does it feel like, to be a real person? | remember | was. Shit. How long ago? Not 
so long, not so long. Grew up real, | think. 


"Ow. Goddammit. Freaking headboard anyway. What? Yeah. So, what does it feel like, anyway? The closest | can 
get, the closest.the closest..is just, just drunk. Just numb. S'okay, | like to drink Hahahahaha. | like drinking just 


fine. 
"Not alone, though. Not supposed to drink alone, might drink it all or something. Why are you not supposed to 
drink alone? | was. Well, am. | am drinking alone. Wait. No. | was drinking alone. Now | drank it all. See? That's 


why, | guess. Mike won't drink with me anymore, have to drink alone. 


"Tré? No. Well, | mean, yeah, but he's kind of always drunk. It's not the same. Drunk or something. Naturally 


high. In his blood. | think maybe he was here earlier. He's got an eye for the ladies! All gone now. 
"Oh, oh...oh. Sorry about that. Sorry. I'll clean it up tomorrow, | swear, no problem. No, don't call the maids, 
no..oh..sorry. No, no, I'll buy you some new shoes, just need to rest right now. Tomorrow, ok? Call me 


tomorrow. Here, you can take my shoes.” 


eR 


Ow. Bright. My head. "Miike," | groan, turning over. "Please, man, just close the curtain" The hotel comforter 
over my head still lets too much light through. 


"Billie, | brought you coffee." 
| groan. "Yeah, | smell it. | don't think my stomach's ready yet." 
"Some kid came knocking on my door at 3 AM. Says you owe him new shoes." 


"Crap. Did |?" Oh, hell. | roll over and see the mess still on the carpet. "Oh, no. Yeah, of course I'll buy him some 
shoes. Lots of shoes." 


"Did you even take your shoes off last night? Dude, you're still fully dressed” 


| blink up at Mike. He looks a little blurry, but not pleased. "You seem to be failing to see the humor in the 
situation here. Right? Best buddy, puking his guts up, hung over, ruined shoes. Its funny.” 


Mike sits on the edge of the bed next to me, elbows on his knees. It makes my stomach roll harder for a 


second. "It would be funny if it wasn't every night, Bill." 
"No, no, that makes it funnier. Repetition is funny.” 


Mike finally cracks a small smile. "You are a fucked-up individual. Who needs to get his ass in the shower, 


because, frankly, you smell." 


| lay flat on my back, staring up at the ceiling. Its white. "Only if you promise to take the coffee away. It's 


gonna make me hurl again" 


eR 


The bus has been droning along for hours. I've been sitting up, my forehead pressed against the window, 
staring out at the rain and the lights of the cars whooshing past, going the other way. The cold feels good 
against my head. I'm hugging myself, keeping warm with my hands tucked in my armpits. A tear leaks out once 


in a while, | can't help it. | don't bother wiping my face anymore. 


KK 
"Billie..." 


"Just, Mike, could you just leave me alone? l'm fine.” We're in a hotel again, and Mike's in my room. It looks the 


same as the room before, and the one before that. 


Mike looks tired. So tired, you can see the lines in his face. They make his features look sharper than usual. His 
eyes are brighter than usual. "I'm done leaving you alone, Bill. This is getting ridiculous. | don't know what the 
fuck is up with your self-destructive bullshit right now, but it's not helping anyone." 


| can't think of what to say to him, and | can only stare. My mind feels like it's humming, but not thinking. Such 
a good friend. "Mike, you're a good friend." 


Mike's eyebrows look like they're going to meet in the middle when he looks at me. "Why are you doing this? 
You act like you're trying to kill yourself” 


| shake my head. | feel the tears pricking behind my eyes again. I'm so sick of feeling like this. | don't want Mike 


to see me cry anymore. 


"Is nothing, Mike. Just bullshit, all right? Like you said, just self-destructive bullshit. Just." Just my heart 
hurts, okay? It hurts all the time. | feel alone, | feel completely fucking abandoned. | feel like the rug got pulled 


out, like..whatever. Like a fucking cliché, over and over. 


"How do you and Tré deal with it?" My mind is starting to connect, starting to fill in the blanks. "You always 
seem fine. Why am | the only one that feels like I've been fucking abandoned?" I'm shouting now, and it feels 
better than crying. "I'm not famous, don't want to be fucking famous!" | grab a lamp, getting into the swing of 
things. | wave it in the air, then throw it against the wall for good measure. The crash as it hits is satisfying. 
It falls to the floor, still lit and looking kind of absurd with its shade all crushed and crooked. | laugh a little bit. 
"That's punk" 


My laugh is cut off because Mike's hand is suddenly bunched in my shirt as he slams me against the wall. 


"You." He looks so angry, like he could spit on me. 
"Mike?" 
He slams me against the wall again. "Ow! Stop it!" I'm still too confused to hit back. "What the fuck, man?" 


“Abandoned by who, asshole?" Mike is leaning against me, holding me in place with his fist gripping the front of 
my shirt. "By the losers back at Gilman Street? Is that who matters to you?" He pushes away from me. 


"No, I'm not fine, Billie. This is crazy, all right? | don't know what to think half the time. But I'm damned if | give 


a shit what some jealous losers think, because we've worked our asses off to be here. And because the people 


who matter in my life are here with me." 
He looks at me, shaking his head. "You're such an idiot sometimes." 


| don't know what to say to him, and | turn away. He falls silent for a minute, then comes up behind me, 


wrapping those goofy long arms around me, pinning my arms down. | feel his poky chin on my shoulder. 
"Listen, I'm going to get a twelve-pack and come back. We can at least be self-destructive together, right?" 
| nod. He plants a kiss on my cheek and leaves. 

XE% 

That night we're both drunk. It feels good to have him there with me, and | want to tell him so. 

"Mike?" 


He's slouched against the wall, a beat up acoustic guitar in his hands. His head rolls along the wall until he 
manages to turn it to look at me. "Yeah?" 


| start to crawl toward him. "I'm glad you're here, man. Thank you for being here." | fall down when | get close, 


roll onto my back so that my head is on top of his thigh, in front of the guitar. 
He looks down at me and giggles. "Don't go getting all mushy on me now, Bill” 


| grin and gesture with my hands. "I'm not mushy, | just am saying, you know, that it's nice you're here. Makes 
me feel good" 


He reaches down to stroke my hair briefly, smiling, then goes back to playing the guitar. 


eR 


Hard floor on my head. Jesus. "Mike." | hear an answering grunt from across the room. "Man, weren't you 
supposed to take care of me? At least | normally get in the bed" 


Something hits me in the back Its soft. "And your solution is to throw things at me. Nice." | notice it's still 
nighttime, and reach behind me to see what Mike threw. It looks like a shirt. "Mike, are you getting naked over 
there?" 


"Shut up. I'm getting ready for bed." 


| lift my head from the floor and it hurts. | decide that was a bad idea and put it back down. 


"Billie, are you gonna get up? Or are you just going to bitch at me in the morning about the cold, hard floor?" 
"My head hurts." 


| hear the soft scuff of Mike's bare feet behind me. He crouches down next to me, placing his hand on my 
waist, using his thumb to gently stroke my side. His voice is soft. "lm not surprised Come on, time for bed. | 
can't take care of you if you don't get up." 


| put my hand on the floor, pushing my body away from the floor while trying to keep my head from moving 
too much. 


"That's it," Mike says as he puts his hands under my armpits, helping to lift me up. | don't feel very steady on 
my feet. He waits for me to stabilize, holding me up until | nod, then gradually releasing his hold on my armpits 


until l'm standing on my own. 
"You're gonna take care of me, Mike?" | feel tears threatening to spill again. 


His arms wrap around me for the second time that day. "Yeah, Billie. I'm gonna take care of you. You don't need 


to worry, okay? Let's just get to bed You need to rest" 


| nod again, even though it makes my head throb. | cross my arms and take hold of the bottom of my t-shirt 
so | can pull it off, but | stumble a little bit. Mike's arms are back. 


"Slow down there, buddy." He helps me get my shirt off, then | have to sit down so he can get my shoes. | 
stare at him dumbly, not comprehending how he can be so skillful and efficient when my brain won't even 


work. 


He peels off my shoes and socks. "You have to stand up again, Billie, or you're gonna sleep in those jeans, and 


that would suck" 
| giggle. "You molester." 


He grins. "Yeah, that's me. | got you all liquored up so | can take advantage of you." He arches an eyebrow 
suggestively. "Now stand up so | can finish the job." 


"Okay. Okay, I'm gonna stand up." | plant my feet on the floor and push away from the bed, then look down at 
my pants. | reach down and open my belt, then get caught up trying to unbutton the pants. "Just give me a 


second, l'm doing good." 


Mike pushes my hands out of the way. "I'm tired, Billie, lets just get this done." His fingers work far too well, 
and | start to suspect that | drank most of the twelve pack. My pants are open and he's pushing them down 
over my hips, then sitting me back on the bed so he can pull them all the way off. 


"There we go, lover boy. You should drink some water, too." He wanders off, puts some ice in the hotel glass, 


and fills it from the bathroom sink. He got me ice. 
"You got me ice." 


Mike looks confused as he hands me the glass. "Well, ice and water both. Drink up, okay?" | do, and give the 
glass back to him. | shuffle the blanket and sheet around so | can get under it, and lay down. 


"Are you staying here?" 

"| told you I'm through leaving you alone, Billie" There's only the one bed, and Mike crawls in next to me. 

| turn over to face him. His back is to me because he's reaching to turn the lamp off. It goes through three 
clicks. One lamp on, both lamps on, both lamps off. He lays down on his back, then looks over at me looking at 
him. 

"What's up, Bill?" 


"Did you mean what you said earlier, about all the people you care about being here?" 


Mike sighs and reaches out his arm. | scoot next to him, our bodies pressed together. He wraps his other arm 
around me too, and starts stroking my hair. He kisses my forehead, right below the hairline. 


"Yes. | meant that." 


